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Yet,  love,  mere  love,  is  beautiful  indeed 
And  worthy  of  acceptation. 

E.  B.  Browning. 


LITTLE  SHIPS 

When  I  was  lonely  by  life's  restless  sea, 

You  came  to  me, 

High-seated  on  your  solitary  craft; 

And  how  you  laughed 

When  I  was  fearful  of  the  rising  tide! 

Then,  side  by  side. 

We  sailed  together  to  the  shining  noon. 

And  very  soon 

A  fleet  of  little  ships  was  at  our  side. 

Our  joy  and  pride. 

Alone  we  ride  upon  the  bounding  crest, 

For  all  the  rest, 

(The  little  ships,  I  mean)  have  sailed  away 

With  colors  gay. 

Our  boat  is  coming  near  the  Golden  Strand; 

There  we  shall  land, 

And  wait  until  the  little  ships  that  ride 

The  swelling  tide 

Have  entered  Port,  and  anchored  at  our  side. 


Seven 


A  SWING  SONG 

The  children  are  a-swinging 
On  maple  trees  a-flinging 

Their  leafy  branches  high 
Against  the  sunlit  sky. 

The  children  are  a-singing, 
Like  evening  bells  a-ringing, 
Or  matins  sounding  nigh 
As  morning  passes  by. 

Dear  children  keep  on  swinging, 
Like  happy  birds  a-winging 
Whose  circling  courses  lie 
Against  the  summer  sky. 

Dear  children  keep  on  singing, 
Like  fairy  harps  a-tinging, 
And  silver  bells  a-ringing, 
Then  love  will  never  die, 
And  you'll  forget  to  cry. 
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THE  SOUL  OF  A  CHILD 

Free  as  a  bird  that  soars  on  wings! 
Sweet  as  the  sweetest  song  he  sings! 
Fragile  as  birdlings  hatched  in  May! 
Bounding  as  deer  that  leap  in  play! 
Bright  as  the  painted  leaves  that  lay 
Under  the  trees  one  Autumn  day! 
Wild  as  the  strong  west  wind  in  flight ! 
Gentle  as  dew  that  falls  at  night! 
Pure  as  the  snow  and  kind  as  the  rain 
Gently  falling  on  thirsty  plain! 
Clear  as  the  limpid  air,  and  still! 
Warm  as  the  sunlight  on  the  hill ! 
Blest  as  an  angel  undefiled ! 
Dearest  to  God,  the  soul  of  a  child! 
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A  BABY'S  PICTURE 

Is  this  your  happy  baby  playing  here? 
I  have  a  picture  of  the  dainty  Dear. 

Two  little  feet  are  shuffling  in  the  grass; 
Ten  tiny  toes  are  wriggling  as  they  pass; 

Two  chubby  hands  are  waving,  lily-white; 
Bud-like,  two  lips  are  opening  to  the  light; 

Two  cheeks  are  roses,  brightest  scarlet,  too ; 
And  in  two  eyes  I  see  the  violet's  blue. 

How  much,  I  wonder,  should  I  offer  you 
For  this  enchanting  picture  now  in  view? 

"The  picture  that  you  see  could  not  be  sold 
For  all  the  wealth  the  universe  can  hold." 


'J  en 


ALWAYS  AT  PLAY 

The  children  are  at  play  every  day 

Of  the  year, 

Like  sparkling  rays  of  light,  golden  bright. 

In  their  cheer. 

Like  Robins  in  the  spring  how  they  sing, 
All  in  tune, 

Their  measures  sweet  and  strong  in  a  song 
Or  a  croon ! 

Like  twinklings  of  a  star  very  far 
In  the  night. 

Their  dainty  feet  advance  to  a  dance 
Of  delight. 

The  world  were  full  of  care  and  despair, 
Lone  and  drear, 

If  children  did  not  play  every  day 
Of  the  year. 
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A  LULLABY 

The  stars  moving  high  in  the  sky 
Shine  for  thee,  baby  dear,  lying  here 

With  a  glad  surprise 

In  thy  twinkling  eyes. 

The  moon,  silver  bright,  through  the  night 
Looks  down  all  the  while  with  a  smile 

At  thy  hands  and  feet, 

So  dainty  and  neat. 

Above  sea  and  land  angels  stand. 
Loving  vigil  to  keep  o'er  thy  sleep, 

While  a  dream-smile  slips 

From  thy  tiny  lips. 

Now  the  worlds  of  light  say  goodnight; 
Take  a  kiss  of  love,  pretty  Dove, 

Then  sleep  and  rest 

On  mother's  breast.    . 


Twelve 


TO  A  SLEEPY  CHILD 

Wake,  darling,  wake! 
The  soft  wind  is  blowing, 
The  summer  sun  glowing. 
The  birds  are  all  singing, 
The  lily-bells  swinging, 
And  you  are  asleep 
In  slumber  deep. 
The  birds  in  the  glen. 
The  Robin,  the  Wren, 
And  little  Bird  Blue 
Are  calling  to  you. 
Sweet,  sleepy  child! 
They  all  have  gone  wild 
To  see  you  at  play. 
This  bright,  summer  day. 
For  love's  own  sake. 
Wake,  little  one,  wake. 
And  play  with  the  rest. 
My  pretty  "Red  Breast". 


Thirteen 


FOR  YOU  AND  FOR  ME 

A  dear  little  bird  high  up  in  a  tree 
Is  singing  for  you  and  singing  for  me; 
Singing  this  song,  so  glad  and  free: 

"There's  a  world  of  joy  for  the  good  and  true; 
A  world  of  joy,  dear  Heart,  for  you, 
A  world  of  joy  for  you." 

A  beautiful  rose  on  yonder  lea 

Is  blooming  for  you  and  blooming  for  me, 

With  promise  as  sure  as  sure  can  be: 

"There's  a  world  of  beauty  of  rarest  hue, 
A  world  of  beauty,  dear  Heart,  for  you, 
A  world  of  beauty  for  you." 

The  sun  that  has  risen  gloriously 

Is  shining  for  you  and  shining  for  me; 

His  rays  proclaim  over  land  and  sea: 

"There's  a  world  of  love  as  warm  and  true 
As  the  sun  that  shines,  dear  Heart,  for  you; 
A  world  of  love  for  you." 
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BEFORE  THEY  CALLED 

I  saw  three  little  girls  at  play 
And  wished  to  know  their  names ;  said  they, 
With  shining  eyes  and  voices  sweet: 
"Sheila,  Rita  and  Margurite". 

I  joined  their  play,  a  game  or  two; 
We  sang  the  pretty  songs  they  knew, 
And  Margurite  began  to  tell 
The  story  children  love  so  well. 

The  sun  was  setting  big  and  bright; 
Their  little  hearts  were  worlds  of  light. 
"Before  we  leave  this  grove"  said  they, 
"We  girls  will  all  kneel  down  to  pray." 

Their  prayer  was  answered,  so  I  heard. 
Before  they  knelt  or  prayed  a  word; 
For  He  who  said,  "Come  unto  Me", 
And  took  the  children  on  His  knee, 
Was  in  the  grove,  unseen,  to  greet 
Sheila,  Rita  and  Margurite. 


Fifteen 


GOODNIGHT 

Ye  winds  that  blow  so  soft  and  low 
A  kind  goodnight  I'm  saying; 

O'er  vale  and  hill  a  while  be  still 
And  rest  from  all-day  playing. 

All  flowers  bright  goodnight,  goodnight! 

Sweet  perfume  you  were  shedding 
Through  all  the  day,  and  colors  gay 

Like  rainbow  tints  were  spreading. 

All  birds  that  sing  and  birds  on  wing, 
To  you  goodnight  I'm  calling; 

Fly  home  to  rest  by  a  downy  nest, 
Ere  dews  of  night  are  falling. 

Dear  children  true,  goodnight  to  you! 

The  sunset  gives  us  warning; 
'Tis  time  to  rest!  you've  done  your  best; 

We'll  meet  again  in  the  morning. 
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RIPPLES 

We  walked  together  by  the  quiet  sea, 

I  threw  a  stone,  and  some  one  said  to  me: 

"I  did  not  see  your  missile,  to  be  frank; 

The  ripples  show  us  where  the  pebble  sank," , 

We  watched  the  ocean  from  the  sandy  shore, 
And  saw  the  ripples  widening  more  and  more. 
Then  coming  close,  said  he:  "I'm  thinking.  Dear, 
Of  one  sweet  day  when  you  and  I  were  here. 
And  all  the  banks  with  flowering  vines  were  rife; 
You  threw  your  love  into  my  sea  of  life. 
You  may  have  thought  it  sank  quite  out  of  sight, 
But  I  can  see  the  ripples  day  and  night; 
And  they  will  widen  all  across  life's  sea, 
And  pass  the  shore-line  of  Eternity." 


Seventeen 


TWO  PICTURES 

He  came  to  visit  me  one  day  in  spring, 
When  golden  butterflies  v/ere  on  the  wing; 
When  buds  had  burst,  and  apple  blossoms  sweet 
Had  laid  a  scented  carpet  for  our  feet; 
When  sunny  days  were  still  a-growing  long, 
And  merry  birds  were  piping  sweetest  song; 
When  beds  of  purple  violets  were  seen, 
And  golden  dandelions  decked  the  green. 

I  made  a  picture  for  my  friend  to  see; 
He  drew  a  lovely  sketch  of  life  for  me. 
The  picture  that  I  painted  hangs  in  view 
High  on  his  study  v/all;  the  one  he  drew, — 
If  this  you  wish  to  see  in  part  or  v/hole, 
Unlock  the  secret  chamber  of  my  soul. 


Eighteen 


MY  WISHES  FOR  YOU 

I  wish  you  to  hear  the  song  of  a  bird, 

To  feel  a  breath  when  the  air  is  stirred, 

To  smell  the  scent  of  a  blooming  flower. 

To  trace  the  bow  through  a  summer  shower. 

To  touch  the  flakes  of  falling  snow, 

To  hear  the  music  when  waters  flow, 

To  catch  the  floating  thistle  down, 

To  chase  a  butterfly,  golden-brown. 

To  notice  a  star  straight  over  head, 

To  watch  the  sun  set,  round  and  red. 

I  wish  you  to  know  the  love  of  a  friend 
Who  will  be  the  same  till  years  shall  end, — 
A  friend  so  noble,  so  kind  and  true, 
He  would  give  his  life  for  a  friend  like  you, 


Nineteen 


COMPENSATED 

Two  early  birds  were  singing  near, 
One  low  and  faint,  one  high  and  clear; 
I  let  the  warbling  bird  go  free. 
And  took  the  feebler-voiced  with  me. 

Two  roses  opening  in  the  vale ! 
One  bud  was  red  and  one  was  pale; 
I  left  the  brighter  there  alone, 
And  took  the  pale  to  be  my  own. 

Two  lovers  came  my  vow  to  bind, 
One  rich  and  proud,  one  poor  and  kind; 
I  chose  the  poor  with  joyous  heart, 
And  bade  the  wealthy  one  depart. 

The  bird  I  caged  is  warbling  high; 
My  rose  is  red  as  deepest  dye; 
My  lover  owns  a  manor  grand. 
And  I  am  lady  of  the  land. 


Twenty 


A  MYSTIC  SONG 

One  summer  day 

In  early  May 

I  heard  a  song, 

So  sweet  and  strong, 

I  surely  thought 

It  had  been  brought 
By  choirs  of  angels  floating  near 
From  some  remote,  celestial  sphere. 

When  near  it  came 

I  heard  a  name. 
Like  music  from  some  flowery  zone; 
A  richer  sound  I  ne'er  had  known. 
So  clear  and  sweet,  so  near  Divine, 
I  knew,  dear  Heart,  the  name  was  thine. 


Twenty-one 


IN  CONJUNCTION 

You  were  a  planet  shining  full  and  high, 
And  casting  light  across  the  evening  sky; 

And  I  was  but  an  orb  of  flickering  beam 
Reflected  from  some  scintillating  gleam. 

While  solitary  on  a  wintry  night 

I  ventured  far  enough  within  your  light 

To  rouse  your  pity,  and  you  drew  me  near. 
No  longer  in  our  sky  did  I  appear, 

As  in  the  past,  a  flickering  lesser  light 
That  quivered  as  a  lonely  satellite; 

My  new  and  radiant  orbit  had  begun. 
For  two,  when  in  conjunction,  shine  as  one. 


Twenty-two 


TIME  TO  SERVE 

I  thought  that  life  was  long,  and  so  thought  you, 
And  O,  what  lovely  things  we  planned  to  do ! 

The  sun  is  setting  like  a  fiery  ball, 

And  half  we  planned  has  not  been  done  at  all. 

Dear  Heart,  what  comfort  can  we  find  for  two 
Who  stand  together  in  life's  fading  hue. 

With  knowledge  that  no  task,  however  slight, 
Can  be  accomplished  in  the  dead  of  night? 

What  comfort,  Dear?  Eternity  is  long, 
And  in  the  pauses  of  our  holy  song 

We  shall  begin  and  finish,  one  by  one. 

The  lovely  things  we  planned  and  haven't  done. 


Twenty-three 
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THE  RING 

You  might  have  given  a  finger  ring  to  me, 

Set  full  with  costly  jewels  from  the  sea. 

You  might  have  given  a  diamond  for  my  hair, 

A  string  of  pearls  around  my  neck  to  wear, 

A  bracelet  for  my  wrist  of  rubies  chaste, 

A  buckle  all  of  emeralds  for  my  waist, 

A  costly  yellow  sapphire  shining  clear 

To  dangle  gracefully  below  my  ear. 

Not  one  of  these  you  gave,  but  on  my  hand 

You  placed  an  unpretentious  golden  band. 

No  need  of  more,  O  true  and  faithful  friend! 
The  ring  you  gave  is  made  without  an  end; 
And  looking  deep  into  your  heart  I  see 
A  love  as  endless  as  Eternity. 


Twenty-four 


TWILIGHT 

"The  twilight  of  our  life"  you  say 
"Is  all  too  sombre,  cool  and  grey." 
But  I  who  in  the  dusk  abide 
Do  bless  the  peaceful  eventide. 

Life's  morning,  in  its  narrow  cast. 
Has  no  sweet  memories  of  the  past. 
Nor  would  I  have  the  noon  again 
With  all  its  feverish  stress  and  strain. 

Better  the  twilight,  calm  and  sweet, 
With  crimson  leaves  about  my  feet; 
Better  the  twilight's  mellow  shade, 
With  length  of  life  that  will  not  fade. 
Till  in  some  radiant  sky  afar 
I  see  the  Bright  and  Morning  Star. 


Twenty-five 


LOOKING  UP 

The  tree  had  fallen  down  the  bank; 
Some  roots  remaining  where  they  sank 
Supplied  nutrition,  full  and  free, 
That  kept  alive  the  fallen  tree. 
Though  low  it  lay  and  could  not  rise. 
Its  branches  pointed  toward  the  skies. 

I  did  not  marvel  at  the  sight, 

A  tree  may  fall. 

But  large  or  small, 
It  always  turns  toward  the  light. 

Though  Time  has  pushed  us,  friend  of  mine. 
Far  down  the  hillside,  like  the  pine. 
The  remnant  of  our  life  will  rise. 
And  upward  point  to  radiant  skies 
That  overarch  God's  Paradise. 


Twenty-six 


KEEPING  COMPANY 

If  you  were  keeping  young  while  I  am  old, 
It  would  be  sad  for  me.   I  might  be  told: — 

"Your  face  is  wrinkled  and  your  hair  is  grey, 
You're  getting  older  every  passing  day." 

And  you  would  run,  as  little  children  do, 
To  find  my  glasses  and  to  lace  my  shoe. 

But  things  are  pretty  even  with  us  now; 
In  most  we  do  we  show  each  other  how. 

I  find  the  things  you're  hunting  here  and  there; 
You  lift  my  load  and  help  me  down  the  stair. 

Since  you  are  growing  old  along  with  me, 
I  smile  and  sing:   "The  best  is  yet  to  be." 


Twenty-seven 


CHANGING  MOODS 

(July) 

I  want  to  go  far  to  the  river 
Where  musical  waters  flow; 

Where  glints  of  the  sunlight  quiver, 
And  softest  breezes  blow. 

To  rest  in  the  cedar-made  bowers, 

And  hear  the  birds'  songs  of  mirth; 

To  sleep  with  the  fragrant  flowers 
On  the  lap  of  the  kind,  old  earth. 

(September) 

How  long  have  I  been  in  this  beauty? 

No  charm  of  the  scene  have  I  missed; 
But  I  hear  a  far  summons  to  duty. 

An  urge  that  I  cannot  resist. 

I  want  to  go  back  to  the  city. 

Where  throngs  of  humanity  drift, 

The  sorrows  of  women  to  pity, 
The  burdens  of  men  to  lift. 


Twenty-eight 


AT  THE  TOP 

I  heard  a  bird  singing  outside  my  door 
A  song  I  never  had  heard  before; 
So  sweet  and  joyous!  trilling  free! 
He  was  singing  high  at  the  top  of  a  tree. 

I  often  wondered  why  my  song 

Is  not  more  clear  and  not  more  strong; 

Never  a  sweet  and  limpid  sound! 

I  am  singing  too  near  to  the  dusty  ground. 

My  thanks,  dear  bird,  for  the  truth  you  teach: 
I  shall  try  the  highest  point  to  reach. 
I  shall  sing  as  close  to  Heaven  as  I  can 
And  not  interfere  with  the  Maker's  plan 
Of  my  earthly  life;  that  my  song  may  be 
As  sweet  as  the  bird's  at  the  top  of  the  tree. 


Twenty-nine 


CEDAR  BEACH 

There  is  silence  on  the  beach 
Stretching  far  beyond  the  reach 
Of  the  city's  dust  and  din 
And  the  restless  crowds  therein. 

All  around  are  noble  cedars 
Standing  firmly  like  the  leaders 
Of  a  nation  in  its  trouble. 
Not  a  sign  of  stick  or  stubble 
On  the  long,  wide  path  of  grass 
Where  the  happy  people  pass! 

When  the  golden  tints  and  red 
Of  the  summer  sunsets  spread 
O'er  the  waters  limpid  face, 
Making  glorious  the  place. 
On  the  cedar-scented  sod 
Walks,  unseen,  the  Son  of  God. 


Thirty 


A  WINTER  SUNSET 

There  is  a  glimmer  in  the  air, 

A  radiance  on  the  snow 
So  sparkling  bright,  my  feeble  eyes 

Can  scarce  endure  the  glow. 

The  beaten  paths  are  paved  with  gold, 

Like  streets  in  Paradise; 
And,  altar-like,  the  rocks  are  set 

With  gems  of  frost  and  ice. 

And  all  the  hills  that  kiss  the  skies 
Are  robed  in  glistening  white; 

Like  angel  bands,  the  myriad  trees 
Shine  in  the  sunset  light. 

I  know  not  if  a  bit  of  Heaven 

Has  fallen  on  my  sight; 
Or  if,  perchance,  the  smile  of  God 

Is  shining  through  the  light. 


Thirty-one 


A  LONELY  TREE 

Beyond  the  city,  on  a  hill, 
A  cedar  tree  stood  lone  and  still. 
While  passing  near,  one  raised  his  hand 
And  said  with  gesture  of  command: 
"That  tree  should  grow  on  a  city  green, 
Where  all  its  beauty  could  be  seen." 
Quick  answer  gave  a  thoughtful  one: 
"In  chilling  wind  or  burning  sun. 
This  lonely  tree  is  serving  well. 
The  songsters  on  its  branches  dwell; 
Within  a  cleavage  near  the  ground, 
A  pretty  squirrel  a  home  has  found; 
And  playful  lambkins,  unafraid. 
Find  shelter  in  the  cedar's  shade. 
For  serving  thus  so  faithfully. 
If  God  so  will,  this  lonely  tree 
Will  be  a  pillar  some  sweet  day 
In  the  city  temple  where  we  pray." 


Thirty-two 


NATURES  GOD 

While  listening  to  the  mingled  songs 
Of  birds  and  breezes  mild, 

I  thought  the  Father-voice  of  God 
Was  calling  to  His  child. 

When  I  beheld  the  glowing  light 

Of  April's  rising  sun, 
It  seemed  the  radiant  smile  of  God 

On  something  I  had  done. 

When  I  had  plucked  the  lilies  tall, 
All  waving  white  and  red, 

I  felt  the  soothing  touch  of  God 
Upon  my  tired  head. 

And  when  I  scented  perfume  sweet 
Of  blooming  flower  and  tree, 

I  knew  it  was  the  breath  of  God 
Giving  new  life  to  me. 


Thirty-three 


RAINBOWS 

A  rainbow  is  a  lovely  sight 

When  arched  across  the  sky; 

The  seven  colors  blending  bright 
The  wildest  fears  belie. 

A  sudden  tempest  is  the  norm 
Of  childhood's  restless  years, 

And  then  a  rainbow  in  the  storm 

Shines  brightly  through  the  tears. 

O'er  womanhood  and  manhood  strong 

The  wildest  tempests  blow; 
But  through  the  storm  there  shines  ere  long 

The  promise  of  the  bow. 

There  are  no  rainbows  for  the  old, 
For  all  their  storms  are  o'er; 

Then  crimson  sunsets,  skies  of  gold, 
And  lights  on  Heaven's  shore. 


7  hirty-jour 


THE  HILLS  OF  HOPE 

We  climbed  at  eve  to  the  Hills  of  Hope 
From  the  lowland  marsh  and  mire; 

Up  the  long  and  shadowy  slope 
To  the  gleam  of  sunset  fire. 

We  found  in  the  summit's  golden  glow 

A  temple  of  purest  gold, 
Where  weary  ones  from  the  plains  below 

Might  sweet  communion  hold. 

The  world  around  so  bright  did  shine, 
When  day  its  course  had  run, 

It  seemed  as  if  a  gleam  Divine 
Had  blended  with  the  sun. 

And  while  we  stood  with  earnest  gaze, 
And  marvelled  at  the  sight. 

We  saw  beyond  the  sunset  rays 
The  face  of  Christ,  the  Light. 


Thirty-five 


THE  NATIVITY 

Warble  your  sweetest,  ye  birds  o£  spring; 
Every  one  wakens  with  you  to  sing; 
The  Christ  has  come  so  heavenly  mild, 
And  tuned  to  a  song  the  cry  of  the  child. 

Wake,  ye  winds,  and  whistle  and  call, 

No  one  can  sleep  for  joy  of  it  all; 

The  Christ  has  come  from  His  home  above 

And  sweetened  the  woman's  sorrow  with  love. 

Tumble  and  toss,  O  rolling  sea, 

Let  us  be  merry  a  while  with  thee; 

The  Christ  has  come  and  given  His  rest 

To  the  man  who  toils  and  the  man  oppressed. 

Sparkle  your  brightest,  ye  stars  of  night; 
The  world  is  waking  to  dance  in  light; 
The  Christ  has  come  with  glory  untold, 
To  brighten  the  lonely  path  of  the  old. 


Thirty-iix 


THE  CHRIST 

"Strong  Son  of  God!" 

I  cannot  know 
Thy  boundlessness  to  Whom  I  go; 
But  Thou  are  strong,  and  it  must  be 
There  is  no  weariness  in  Thee. 
Though  spent  by  life's  enfeebling  length, 
I  live  rejoicing  in  Thy  strength, 

"Immortal  Love!" 

Thou  surely  art 
The  Infinite,  all-loving  Heart. 
This  earthly  love,  compared  with  Thee 
Is  but  a  drop  in  a  shoreless  sea. 
O  Love  Immortal!  love  Thou  me, 
And  let  me  learn  to  love  like  Thee. 


Thirty-seven 


GODS  LOVE 

How  can  I  measure  God's  love  to  me  ? 
By  the  rainbow  span  over  land  and  sea? 
By  the  giant  mountains  rising  high 
Till  the  summits  seem  to  touch  the  sky? 
By  the  plains  that  stretch  before  mine  eyes 
Level  and  limitless  under  the  skies  ? 

How  can  I  measure  God's  love  to  me? 
By  the  boundless  depths  of  the  rolling  sea  ? 
By  the  swiftest  wind's  unhindered  race? 
By  light  from  the  sun's  unclouded  face? 
By  the  startling  length  of  a  planet's  ray, 
And  the  longer  path  to  the  Milky  Way  ? 

All  in  the  sky,  on  sea  and  earth 
Are  less  to  God  than  my  soul's  worth; 
The  Infinite  One,  Himself,  must  be 
The  measure  of  His  love  to  me. 


Th'trty-eight 


DIVINE  SUPPLY 

Out  of  my  silence  bring  a  song, 
Carol  of  sweetness  full  and  strong. 
Into  my  darkness  flash  a  light, 
Giving  for  blindness  heavenly  sight. 
Under  my  weakness  gird  Thy  power, 
Strongly  holding  me  every  hour. 
Into  my  ignorance,  gross,  uncouth. 
Bring  of  Thy  wisdom  wealth  of  truth. 
Over  my  sorrow  spread  Thy  balm, 
Giving  for  sadness  joy  and  calm. 
From  the  long  bondage  set  me  free, 
Into  the  liberty  born  of  Thee. 
Out  of  my  death  let  new  life  start, 
Pulsing  with  throbs  of  Thy  great  heart. 


Thirty-nine 


ASSURANCE 

Our  Father-God,  what  hope  have  I 
That  something  in  me  cannot  die? 

'Tis  not  that  waves  roll  out  to  sea 
And  then  come  back  unchanged  to  me; 
'Tis  not  that  winds  a  while  are  still, 
Then  blow  again  across  the  hill; 
'Tis  not  that  planets  fade  from  sight. 
Then  brightly  shine  another  night; 
'Tis  not  that  earth  restores  her  grain. 
And  flowers  die  then  bloom  again. 

Since  Thou  has  given  life  to  me, 
Thy  Life  Eternal  it  must  be; 
Thus  I  believe,  great  God,  that  I 
Like  Thee,  my  Father,  cannot  die. 


Forty 


SONGS  IN  THE  NIGHT 

Master  of  Music!  Lord  of  Light! 
Give  me  a  song  at  dead  of  night; 
Not  solo-voiced,  but  blended  free 
In  full  and  vibrant  harmony. 
Let  no  discordant  note  appear 
To  harshly  grate  upon  Thine  ear; 
No  weird  and  minor  harmony 
To  dull  the  praise  I  offer  Thee! 
With  perfect  major,  strong  and  sweet, 
Let  each  progression  be  complete. 

O  may  these  carols  of  delight, 

Sung  in  the  darkness  of  the  night. 

With  Christ  the  theme  and  Christ  the  song. 

Grow  more  harmonious  and  strong, 

Until  my  earthly  nocturn  blend 

In  Holy  Song  that  has  no  end. 


Forty-one 


"AS  UNTO  ME" 

Had  I  been  here,  O  Christ,  to  hear  Thee  groan 

When  weeping  bitterly, 
The  least  or  greatest  joy  I  could  have  known 

I  would  have  shared  with  Thee. 

Had  I  been  here  to  see  a  world  of  men 

Reject  Thee  scornfully, 
I  would  have  left  the  friends  I  cherished  then. 

And  would  have  followed  Thee. 

Had  I  been  here  to  see  Thee  poor  indeed, 

No  place  to  lay  Thine  head, 
I  would  have  fed  Thee  freely  from  my  need, 

And  given  Thee  a  bed. 

I  hear  Thee  speaking,  Lord,  what  sayest  Thou .'' 
"The  sick  and  sad  who  'neath  their  burdens  bow 

Are  crying  loud  to  Thee; 
Thou  would'st  have  served  Me  long  ago  ?  Serve  now 

By  blessing  these  for  Me." 


Forty-two 


ON  THE  HEIGHTS 

Our  Saviour  loved  the  mountains, 
And  oft  at  close  of  day 

He  climbed  the  rugged  highroad, 
And  knelt  alone  to  pray. 

I  thought  He  might  be  coming. 
So  I  hurried  up  the  trail 

When  golden  gleams  of  morning 
Had  beautified  the  vale. 

I  heard  the  leaves  around  me 
Rustling  'neath  His  feet, 

And  in  the  hush  of  Autumn, 

His  voice,  so  wondrous  sweet  !- 

"Who  finds  a  radiant  Hermon, 
And  glory  shares  with  Me, 

Should  willing  be  to  meet  Me 
In  a  dark  Gethsemane." 


Forty-three 


TO  THE  EVER  PRESENT 

If  in  my  quiet  resting  place 
I  do  not  see  Thy  glorious  face, 
It  is  that  I  have  fixed  my  sight 
Upon  a  farther,  dimmer  light. 

If  in  my  toil  I  do  not  hear 
Thy  cheering  voice  a-calling  near. 
It  is  that  coarser  accents  please, 
And  I  have  turned  to  answer  these. 

If  in  my  pain  I  do  not  feel 
Thy  tender  touch  designed  to  heal, 
It  is  that  I  have  turned  to  seek 
A  source  of  help  so  very  weak. 

Thou  art  beside  me  night  and  day; 
'Tis  I  who  sometimes  turn  away; 
Let  naught  I  feel  or  hear  or  see 
Lure  me,  O  Blessed  Christ,  from  Thee. 


Forty-four 


THESE  THREE 

Faith  plumed  her  wings  and  soared  away 

Courageous  and  alone; 
She  found  Hope  singing  some  sweet  lay 

With  ever-rising  tone. 

Since  Faith  was  strong  and  Hope  was  bright 

They  flew  with  easy  pace, 
And  found  Love  basking  in  the  light, 

With  calm  and  radiant  face. 

Faith,  Hope  and  Love  came  circling  round 

From  out  the  sunlit  sky. 
And  found  me  grovelling  on  the  ground 

Without  the  wings  to  fly. 

Faith  lifted  me  till  I  could  see 

Above  the  shadows  dim; 
Hope  whispered,  "God  is  calling  thee," 

And  Love  led  me  to  Him. 


Forty-five 


AFTER  THE  STORM 

What  soul  would  wish  to  sail  if  ne'er  a  storm 

Disturbed  life's  quiet  sea? 
To  always  ride  in  gentle  wind  and  warm, 

With  calm  serenity! 

The  storm  has  come;  the  noblest  had  no  choice; 

The  heavens  darker  grow; 
The  ship  is  listing  and  the  deck  awash, 

With  rock  and  wreck  below. 

A  voice  unheard  when  seas  are  always  calm 

Our  restless  souls  will  thrill, 
The  tones  resounding  like  a  holy  psalm, 

God's  quiet,  "Peace,  be  still!" 

O  then  the  stormy  seas  will  glint  and  glow. 

The  heavens,  in  glory  shine; 
And  on  the  darkness  of  the  earth  below 

Will  fall  the  Light  Divine. 


Forty-six 


ON  THE  THRONE 

The  nations  grope  in  darkest  night, 
Earth's  song  is  but  a  groan; 

But  through  the  darkness  flashes  light, 
For  Christ  is  on  the  Throne. 

From  north  and  south,  from  east  and  west 
We  hear  the  captive's  moan; 

Take  heart,  ye  burdened  and  oppressed, 
For  Christ  is  on  the  Throne. 

'Tis  no  usurper  reigning  there, 

Whose  claims  we  might  disown; 

The  noblest  kings  of  earth  declare 
That  Christ  is  on  the  Throne. 

O  weary  world,  awake  and  sing, 

His  final  triumph  own; 
We  do  not  march  without  a  King, 

For  Christ  is  on  the  Throne. 


Forty-seven 


TO  THE  TRINITY 

Eternal  God  to  Whom  all  worlds  belong, 
Hadst  Thou  not  been  the  Father,  true  and  strong, 
To  shield  me  when  the  storm  was  raging  wild, 
And  love  me  as  a  mother  loves  her  child; 
Each  day  my  slender,  starving  soul  to  feed, 
I  should  have  perished  in  my  hopeless  need. 

Hadst  Thou  not  been  the  well-beloved  Son 
Who  my  redemption  hath  forever  won. 
By  tears  and  sweat  and  anguish  of  the  Cross, 
My  noblest  deeds  had  been  as  worthless  dross; 
And  I  had  been  a  sinner  unforgiven. 
Without  a  hope  of  finding  Thee  or  Heaven. 

Hadst  Thou  not  been  the  Holy  Ghost  to  me. 
The  guiding  Spirit  of  Divinity, 
To  lead  me  through  the  deep  and  dismal  bog, 
And  show  the  Christ,  the  saving  Son  of  God, 
One  lost  to  love  as  I,  and  blind  to  grace, 
Could  not  have  seen  the  glory  of  His  face. 


Forty-eight 
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